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Meeting 


Author's Notes: 
Written during Daves darkest hour so it takes place during Metallica era of his life, and also this is a remake 


of my most favorite scene in my most favorite Disney movie, don't judge. 


And you know the drill, | do not own any band members, and | don't own the genius that was Lion Kings best 
message. 


Sitting in a booth in a diner | scoffed watching the Greyhound bus pull off without me. And | wasn't about to 
run to catch it, not that | had anything to go home to anyways. Shaking my head | leaned back into the seat 
still feeling the anger boil beneath my surface, how could they do this to mel? They didn't even give me a 


second chance! 


Rolling my eyes | looked around to see a waitress walk up to me and hand me a menu, "Hey Red, what can | get 


for ya?" 


Not even looking up | growled, "You got alcohol?" 


| heard her chuckle and she leaned in and said, "Well, we're not supposed to but, what can | get ya?" 


Smirking | answered, "Cold schlitz malt liquor." 


"That kind of night huh?" She said in an almost understanding tone. Looking up | saw her with a raised eyebrow 


and a smirk on her lips. 


"Yeah." She nodded and walked off behind the counter. 


Leaning back again | watched out the window just observing the people walking up and down the street. It was a 
few moments before from the corner of my eyes | saw her come back with a half glass of my drink. Setting 
it down | turned and nodded my thanks and took a big gulp embracing the burn as it ran down my throat. 


The waitress sat down across from me and gave a smile, "Don't get me wrong Red, but you look like you're 


going nowhere fast" 


Taking another gulp | shook my head, "Doesn't matter now." 


She pursed her lips nodding before she pulled a flask out of her pocket and took a sip of her own, "Wanna talk 
about it?" 


Almost barking a laugh | looked her up and down trying to figure out just what it was she wanted, but seeing 
the understanding light in her eyes | couldn't find any falseness in her face. 


Chewing my bottom lip | decided fuck it, why the hell not. Might as well get a piece of ass tonight, "Why the 
fuck not" 


She chuckled, "So what's got you riled Red?" 


"Just the fact that you think you know people, but then they turn on ya" Taking another drink | could feel a 


familiar warmth starting to bubble in my stomach. 


"Friend troubles?" 


"They were more than friends. They were like my extended family, | loved them. | mean we get fire to the 


streets of LA for God's sake." 

Her slender eyebrow raised as she said, "You're a long way from home Red if you come from LA" 

| smiled laughing, "We moved to New York because we were going to record an album for Johnny Zazula and 
without even a warning they kicked me from the band." 

"Was there a reason?" She asked pulling out a cigarette and lighting it and handing it over to me as she lit one 
for herself. 


Taking a drag | explained, "Well when we would get drunk they would get silly, and-" 


"You would get violent?" | looked up and saw her nodding in understanding, "I'm the same way, dad was a violent 


drunk and well, you're looking at daddy's little girl." 


| couldn't help but laugh, "You've been around the block haven't you?" | asked and she laughed along with me. 


"You could say that. So what's your plan now?" 


| shrugged not really knowing what to do next. It blows having your family kick you to the curb without a 


second chance, "Don't know." 


"Well big Red, | get off in a few. Why don't you come back to my place and crash for the night and figure out 


what you're gonna do, | think | can introduce you to someone who could lend a helping hand" 


“Alright, but uh, you got a name?" 


She gave a smirk and said, "I'm Amita, yours?" 
"Dave. Dave Mustaine." She smiled and nodded toward the door. 


Shrugging, figuring | didn't have much else to lose | followed the waitress out to her car. The drive was short 
and comfortably quiet as she pulled off the main road and down a dirt one. | watched as we pulled up to a 


small house and she got out of the car. 
"Come on, I'll take you to meet MamaCitra" 
"Mama-who?" | asked completely confused as she lead me up the driveway. 


She smiled, "MamaCitra, she took me in and helped me when | hit rock bottom." Walking through the door she 
called, "MamaCitral I'm home, | brought someone who could use a helping hand!" Chewing my bottom lip unsure 


of what to think | let Amita lead me through a bead door. 


The walls were covered with deep red curtains and the room was bathed in warm candlelight. Blinking | saw a 
woman about a foot shorter than me standing at an altar of some sort. Above her there were braided beads 


that held up skulls of different species that came down from the ceiling. 


Swallowing the lump in my throat | looked toward Amita who gave a comforting smile and said, "MamaCitra, 


this is Dave, he's hit a rough patch and he could some direction" 


The woman named MamoCitra turned around and upon seeing her my breath caught in my throat, she was an 
ebony beauty with long black dreads and tribal tattoos that covered her body. She wore a long black silk skirt 
that had a slit that went to her hip and showed off her leg, and she had what looked like a halter top that 

perfectly shaped around her breasts and showed her taunt stomach. Her tan dark skin shone in the candlelight 


highlighting her tattoos. 

Like her tattoos her jewelry was countless from bracelets to her huge long earring, metal bands that went up 
her neck and long necklaces; one was what looked like a huge tooth. Her eyes were a bright green that seemed 
to look right into your soul and know everything about you without you even telling her. 


Seeing Amita she smiled and embraced her warmly, greeting her, "Welcome home my child” 


| watched as she turned toward me with a slinking grace of a cat "So, this little lamb has met the lion of life 
yes?" 


Swallowing the spit that gathered in my mouth at her appearance | tried to answer her, but not being able to 


find my voice | just nodded. God even her voice was seductive with an accent | couldn't place. 


She flashed me a smile of sharp canines and all | could think of was she was a cat alright, a big one. Like a 


tiger, "Come and sit. Tell MamaCitra about your encounter with the lion." 


Nodding again she led me over to a fireplace and sat down on a pillow, gesturing for me to sit on the one 
across from her. | don't know what | was thinking; | mean this chick, no matter how sexy, had skulls probably 


human skulls hanging from her ceiling! But | took a seat and started talking. 


"Well | was kicked from my band." And with that | started spewing my life story to her. Telling her about 
everything: the way | was raised, my drunken abusive father, moving all the time, going out on my own on the 
streets of LA at I5, learning about music and guitar, joining Panic and doing drugs and drinking; trying to find 
my father and getting the news that he had an aneurism and racing to the hospital and watching him die. 
Telling her that two years later | joined Metallica 


All the while she never interrupted me, just nodded in understanding watching and listening to me. 


| told her all the amazing times we had and the bond we made, and how | came to love these guys like my own 


brothers. | told her about the trip from San Francisco to New York. 


"Then two days ago, they woke me up and said ‘you're out of the band’. It felt like my world was crushed, | 
asked them ‘what no warning? No second chance?! But they said no and put me on a bus back to my shit 
home town of LA." | could feel tears prick from behind my eyes as | explained, "They were my extended family, 


we had dreams together! We were going to make them real and create a new genre of music." 


She nodded but smiled knowingly and said, "Ahh my little lamb, you must realize that everything we create can 
be destroyed, and there is nothing we can do about it" 


Sighing heavily | could feel the anger drain and a tiredness take over, "What am | going to do? They were my 
lifel What about my fans? What about the fame? What about our music?" 


She shrugged, "You'd have to look within yourself to answer that child." 
Rolling my eyes | scoffed, "How do | do that?" 


"Here my little lamb, drink this and you will find the answers you are looking for." MamaCitra handed me a 
small decorated vase; | didn't know why | was trusting this woman who | don't even know that well, but seeing 


no reason against it | drank. 


The flickering lights of the candles started to swirl around me and | could feel whatever was in the drink take 
a real good hold of me. | could feel heat around me, it wasn't a stifling heat, it was like a heat that you got 
when you ran a good mile and a half. There was a pounding sound all around me and faintly | could hear people, 
like they were yelling and screaming but it was like there was so much of it | couldn't make out what was 
being said. The pounding sound had a verberation that | could feel resonating throughout my body and it was 
almost like | was the center of attention. It was that same feeling that | had when | was up on stage with 


Metallica. 


Through the crowed | could see one kid clearly at the back of club sipping a drink | watched as he down the 
rest of his drink and looked up at me. Our eyes met and something deep inside me made me jump off the 
stage and run towards him. The kid took off running out the doors and | tore after him. 


"Hey wait up!" | ran as fast as | could but | couldn't catch up to him; every time | thought | was catching up 
he would turn a corner and the only sign of where he went was long ginger hair wisping right behind an ally 


corner. 


Turning the corner | saw him run into a liquor store. | hauled ass full speed and as | burst in through the 
doors | ran into someone. Another kid, about IB years old with shoulder length blond hair and bright blue eyes 


holding a case of Heineken 


‘Oh sorry man" The kid had the soft Midwest accent. | was about to apologize too when | saw the redhead 
meet my eyes again from the back of the store. 


"Hey!" | called out to him and started chasing him as he ran out the back of the store. Tearing out after him | 


broke through a weak chains fence that he had hoped over and ran across the street. 


| watched as he ran over to a building and slipped in through the door. | didn't know what was up with this kid, 
but | had to keep going after him! There was just something in my gut that made me open the door. 


"Hey kid, | just want to talk, Come on man," | saw his shadow making his way up stairs, and sighing heavily | 
started climbing them hoping that whoever this kid was he could.. | don't know, tell me just what was going on 
at least. At the top of the stairs | saw him disappear into a room and groaning | quickly tried to trap him 
there. But when | opened the door | saw a guy sitting in a chair, sleeping holding a cigarette. | couldn't help but 
smirk as the cigarette started to burn right through his fingers. Chuckling to myself about it | just thought, 


‘how rock £ roll. 


Hearing the door open and | turned around to see the kid rush out the room closing the door behind him. 
Cursing under my breath | turned and ran back through the door and started this wild goosechase again 


Running | saw him open a door at the end of the long hallway and followed him and | found myself backstage of 
a club. Looking around | saw the kid from the liquor store and the guy in the chair with the cigarette along 


with a new guy. 


This guy was shredding guitar as awesomely as | could! | just stood back watching him amazed at how he could 
just play circles around my style. From the corner of my eye | saw a flash of red hair and looking over | saw 


the kid going through yet another door. 


Getting sick | tired of chasing this kid down | followed him through the door and out into an empty lot. He was 
standing staring at the sky, "Finally you stop running from me," | walked up to him and grabbed him by the 


shoulder and spun him around.. 


Instantly | found myself staring into my own hazel eyes and was on the receiving end of my trademark sneer, 


"What do you want?" 


Taken aback by the disgust in his voice and still stunned that | was looking at me | asked, "What's going on 


here? Who are you?" 


He scoffed and crossed his arms over his chest, "I'm you dumbass, well, a better version of you. At least | 


know where | came from and still have a dream." 
Confused | raised an eyebrow and asked, "What do you mean still have a dream?" 


He barked a laugh and said, "As in| still have the dream of being in the most dangerous band out there, and 
bringing good, hard, fast metal to the people. Unlike you." 


Feeling my anger spike at him | growled, "What's that's supposed to mean?" 
He just rolled his eyes at me, "You've become a pussy. You're just sitting there on that bus stewing in what 
could have been. Fuck Metallica! Get off your ass and get some revenge; everybody knows revenge is the best 


medicine. Make them regret letting you go by becoming the biggest metal band the world has ever seen" 


| flinched when | heard lightning crack across the sky, and looking back at him he just rolled his eyes in disgust 
at me and started walking toward the thundering clouds that were forming. 


Panic struck me and | tried to follow him, "Wait! How do | start again?!" | called after him as | ran towards the 


swelling clouds and cracking lightning. 
He just turned and gave me the horns and said "Remember your roots fucker!" 


Upon seeing myself being enveloped in darkening clouds | could feel whatever drug that was in that drink ripping 
me from the dream. Gasping heavily | found myself sitting up on the ground outside, MamaCitra was squatting 
next to me holding my bag with a curious look at the sky, 


"What was that! The weather is acting quite strange don't you think?" 


| nodded still trying to make sense of the visions | had as she pulled me to my feet, "Looks like life's changing 


around me," | said dumbly looking at where vision me was pulled back into the clouds. 


MamaCitra held out her fist and said, "Ahh, but change is good." And she opened her fist to reveal a flower 
that looked like it had grown right out of her hand. 


Amazed at the trick | smiled,"Yeah | guess." Taking a deep breath | thought back on all the lyrics | had written 
so far while on the road back to LA, swallowing | said "I need to regroup and start again, but what if the past 


shows up again? | don't think I'd be able to come back from rejection again" 


MamaCitra nodded as if in understanding but before | could blink she whacked me over the head with my bag. 
Gripping my head in pain and looking at her like she's lost her mind | snarled at her, "What the fuck was that 


for?" 
She smiled and shrugged, "It doesn't matter it's in the past" 


Scoffing | nursed the back of my head and pulled my hand back to make sure | wasn't fucking bleeding, "Yeah 
but it still hurts." | growled out to her. 


MamaCitra wrapped her arm around me in consolation saying, "Oh yes the past can hurt, but the way | see it; 
you can either run from it, or learn from it" With that she went to whack me again but | ducked out of the 
way. She laughed and nodded towards me smiling, "Hal You see?! So what is it that you're going to do?" 


| narrowed my eyes at her and gave a smirk saying, "First I'm gonna take my shit back," | snatched my bag 
from her as she backed up, 


"Take it, and take this," she said about to pull something out of her robe but as she turned back to me | was 


grabbing my guitar and already making my way down the road we came down. 
"Hey where are you going?!" She called after me. 
| smiled and yelled, “I'm going back to LA!" 


As | was making my way back to the bus | could hear her yell, "GOOD, GO ON! GET OUT OF HERE! LA IS 
WAITING FOR YOU RED!" As she laughed and yelled like the crazy woman she was into the sky after me. 


